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VIII. 1944 Japan

Death is meaningless}

but when I give thought to the

moment of cold death, i
I sorrow in the loss of
warm family memories.

S

Father is dead.




IX. 1945 Minto

The land cuts the spirit

like barbed wire. It is

my prison. No bars

just the haunted endless wild.
My husband lies broken in

a Kamloops hospital

and I in pain lie in
Vancouver. Even

the sisters of mercy hate
me. I'm lost. My son alone.

Torn away from them.
Let us dance to the light of
the moon and wondrous

imagination:

My sick wife, are you
looking at the autumn moon?
Even though I am

broken and away from you,

I gaze the same azure sky.

The glow of a night
field reflects in the eyes of
an abandoned boy.
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X. 1983 New York

Manhattan skyline.

The lady in black in the

back of a classic

yellow cab. Legs bare, brown and
akimbo., She looks cool like

green jade - with China

red lips full and moist. God I
want her. But my soul

drains of passion within the
mournful shadows of 6th

Ave. when mother
plaintively calls for my help.
She has fallen -

succumbed to age.
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XI. 1946 Alberta

The land is hard, flat
barren. Brown seeps into brown
and wheat and sugar
beet grow stunted in escaping
sunlight

until winter grips

with death and a

cruel eye. I dare not dream.
For if I dream I

will feel hope and there can be
no hope in such a dust mouthed,

ice veined hell. I dare
not dream,
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Child of the sun born

in a time of plenty. Meals
of ikura and A2
rice, steak and tofu grace the >
table daily. Temple bells 2z

and flowers deep with
colour. Calendars of
kimono'd ladies

with kiku and sakura.
Powell Street's furoba and

gambling dens all gone

to mysterious Chinatown

enclaves. For the

children education. The

vote just two years old., Life is

good. Teruo, sing
as I sing. "Kamesan.

Kamesan-yo." Our

voices are as one.
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XIEL. " 1980 {‘Japan

The insanity

of disease. The killer
diabetes rapes the XA
senses one by one. She is

blind. She is lame. Father ages

beyond his years; his
mind wanders with worry.
Faceless relatives
paw the wallets of the rich
Canadian gaijin.

Home.

I must go home. Gaman.
My mother cries.

Genyo
burned to the ground in
a careless, irreverent
moment. Voices and lanterns

are now still.



Glossary

Obon: summer festival to coﬁmemorate the dead
Genyo: name of the estate

Gaijin: epithet for foreigner

Manilla Maru: name of ship

Nembutéu: song of Amida Buddha

Okasan: mother

Otosan: father

Ikura: salmoﬁ egg

Tofu: bean curd

Kiku: chrysanthemums

Sakura: cherry blossoms

Furoba: public baths

Kamesan: Mr. Turtle (a children's song)

Gaman: persevere
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